THE   CLOUD

It broods above the weald
In an azure sky
And watches the peasants
Pile the hay high,

And shifts itself slo^vly
That it may better see
The swallows swirling
Over the wild-rose tree

And lambkins, gam.bolling
In the pens by Black Cap
And Sam the shepherd there
Taking his noon-nap.

And then it floats aw^y
\Vestward upon the gale,
Like some great galleon
Of faerie at full sail.